HO                               LOTH AIR.

not pleasing, were certainly full of inicrest. And yet,
when he cantered back over the common, the world some-
how did not seem to him so bright and exhilarating as in
the ambling morn. Was it because she was not alone ?
And yet why should he expect she should be alone ? She
had many friends, and she was as accessible to them as to
himself. And yet a conversation with her, as in the gardens
of Blenheim, would have been delightful, and he had rather
counted on it. Nevertheless, it was a great thing to know
men like Mr. Phoebus, and hear their views on the nature
of things. Lothair was very young, and was more thought-
ful than studious. His education hitherto had been, ac-
cording to Mr. Phcebus, on the right principle, and chiefly
in the open air j but he was intelligent and susceptible,
and in the atmosphere of Oxford, now stirred with many
thoughts, he had imbibed some particles of knowledge
respecting the primaeval races which hnd permitted him to
follow the conversation of Mr. Phcebus not absolutely in a
etate of hopeless perplexity, lie determined to confer with
Father Colcmau on the Aryan race and the genius of
Semitism. As he returned through the park, he observed
the Duchess and Lady Corisando in their barouche, resting
for a moment in the shade, with Lord Carisbrooke on one
side and the Duke of Brecon on the other.

As he was dressing for dinner, constantly brooding on
one thought, the cause of his feeling of disappointment
occurred to him. He had hoped in this visit to have
established some basis of intimacy, and to have ascertained
his prospect and Ms moans of occasionally .seeing her. But
he had done nothing of the kind. He could not well call
again at Belmont under a week, but even then Mr. Phcdbus
or some one else might, be there. The world seemed dark.
He wished he had never gone to Oxford. However a man
may plan his life he is the creature of circumstances. The
unforeseen happens and upsets even-thing. We are mere
puppets.